


“Remember when dads used to 
say, ‘Who wears the pants in this 
family?? Whenever Dad has to tell 
you that he wears the pants in the 
family, it’s because he’s lost his pants, 
right?”—Page 12 
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"Twas a Dark and Stormy Plot 


HH’; you ever heard this? 
“Best movie I ever saw in my life! It’s about this 


guy, and he goes to this place, and then a bunch of 


funny things happen to 
him, and then he es- 
capes, but he doesn’t 
really escape, and then 
this really goofy old 
friend of his that he 
hasn’t seen in thirty 
years shows up...” 

Why do people do 
this to me? 

Why do people tell 
the plots of movies in 
such a way that, after 
five minutes, you're 
staring helplessly into 
your Cafe Olay, won- 
dering why the white 
scum on the top ofitisa 
different color than the 
white scum on top of his 
Cafe Olay. 

“They had these re- 
ally cool effects.” 

Yeah? Like what! 

“IT can’t describe it. 
They were just really 
cool.” 

Well, ifyoucan’tde- con man Fred Lehne. 
scribe it, then why the heck did you bring it up? 

Or how about this one? 

“And then you find out that the psycho killer... 
is Dennis Hopper!” 

Yuk yuk yuk. And you’re going along with this, 
and then it occurs to you that, well, yeah, isn’t 
Dennis Hopper always the psycho killer? . 

“Well, yeah, but I mean, he was the psycho killer 
in this movie, too.” 

Then there’s the Nerd Continuity-Expert Ver- 
sion of the plot: 

“Then they go to this warehouse that looks kinda 


like the ones they used in Mannix, but it has a giant 
blue gloppity-glopita machine right in the middle of 
it, and as soon as they get there, a bald-headed 





In the ditzy drive-in flick Turnaround, Steen is a mild-mannered blonde 
who daydreams about travelling to Costa Rica, drinking some weird 
jungle drugs, and making love to a nekkid Indian while he fingerpaints 
all over her body. In the meantime, she settles for hot sex with goofball 


henchman of a Middle Eastern drug lord jumps off a 
catwalk and flies, like, three stories through the air, 
and he has his legs scissor-kicking all the way down, 
and then just as he hits, Gary Busey is coming 
around the side of this oil drum .. .” 

And you realize that the guy has just taken five 
minutes to describe five seconds of screen time! 

If you listen to one of these guys tell the whole 
movie—and, believe me, they will tell the whole 
movie—you re gonna be collecting a pension before 
you ever get out of the restaurant. 

Listen up, people. A good movie requires one— 


let me repeat, please—one 
sentence of description. 

“Tom Hanks is a gay law- 
yer who gets AIDS, and the 
law firm fires him, and so he 
has to talk Denzel Washing- 
ton into suing his own law 
firm.” 

“Judy Garland is a Kan- 
sas farm girl who gets zonked 
into a fantasyland by a tor- 
nado, and she has to find her 
way back home with these 
weird singing and dancing 
character actors dressed up 
like stuffed toys.” 

“Jeff Bridges is a dare- 
devil on the Boston Bomb 
Squad who doesn’t tell any- 
body that he used to be a 
soldier in Belfast—until his 
old IRA enemy Tommy Lee Jones busts out of prison 
and starts blowing up all Jeff's friends.” 

You get the idea? 

This is all I wanna know. 

Don’t make me tell you this again. 

Speaking of plot lines, Turnaround is the story 
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All kinds of geeks find their way into Steen’s apartment. 


of this gal, who goes to this place, and then a lot of 
cool stuff... 

Only kidding. 

This is the old familiar story of an unemployed 
actress who daydreams about drinking hallucino- 
genic jungle juice with nekkid Indians and then 
having wild sex like they do in paperback novels. 
One day she goes to the natural history museum to 
admire the primitive phallus statue, and pretty soon 
she’s being chased by masked gunmen and 
aardvarking all over the kitchen with a goofball 
undercover agent. Wondering why her life is out of 
control, she gets on a plane to Costa Rica and goes 
wandering around night clubs trying to evade drug 
dealers and link up with kinky sex merchants who 
will lead her to the valley of the white-faced sex- 
crazed flesh-worshipping cuckoo-juice-drinking na- 
tives. 

In other words, we’ve got the old plot-in-search- 
of-a-story problem here, but fortunately we’ve also 
got the luscious Steen as the globe-trotting over- 
sexed heroine who’s ready to jump out of that mini- 
skirt at the drop of a loin-cloth. Add to that the 
peekaboo-lingerie legend Monique Parent as the 
mysterious Other Woman, and you've got... well, I 
don’t know exactly what you've got, but it’s not your 
standard erotic jungle-sex comedy. 

Twenty-two dead bodies. Twenty-two breasts. 
Blood sacrifice. Multiple erotic shaman rituals. 
Multiple aardvarking. Four shootouts. One motor 
vehicle chase, with crash and burn. Gratuitous In- 
dian body-painting. Bimbo Fu. S&M Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for Steen, for co-writ- 
ing the script, for trekking through the jungle in hot 
pants and high heels, and for saying “But soon these 
roots and herbs will live again in me, living to shape 
my desire, filling my heart, my soul, and my mound 
of Venus”; and Jeff Mandel, creator of the under- 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


First-time film producer Tim 
Holiday found out what the 
term “guerilla filmmaking” re- 
ally means. While shooting the 
futuristic fantasy flick Timeless 
Terror at the Stanley Park Zoo 
in Vancouver, B.C., Holiday 
went ape shit. “The cameraman 
was getting a light reading on a 
cage, and this monkey grabbed 
the strap on the light meter. I 
ran over and wrestled it out of 
the beast’s hands. Those meters 
can run you a couple hundred 
bucks!” 

Andrew Stone, who stars 
in the still-unedited classic 
Dread Night, fell madly in love 
with his co-star Franny Leah. 
Stone reflects, “We started dat- 
ing the first day of shooting. By 
the end of the film, I told her I 
didn’t want her doing any more 
exploitative films like the one 
we just finished. I hope they 
never release it!” 

Actress Tanya Brown got 
her career off to a flying start. 
The trapeze epic Circus Freaks 


rated Super Force, for doing things the 


drive-in way. 
Three stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 





Monkey Business 


Debbie Rochon 


places Brown in a family of psy- 
chopathic swingers. The Los An- 
geles-based film is directed by 
Carol McLean, who readily 
praised his star: “Tanya was a 
real trouper. We could only afford 
stunt people for a couple of days, 
so she had to swing a little on the 
trapeze herself. I convinced her it 
was safe because of the net. I’m 
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just glad no one fell and tested 
iy” 

Former East Coast Enter- 
tainment Group partner Paul 
Borghese _ has _ recently 
launched the new film produc- 
tion company Atlantis Enter- 
tainment Inc. While formerly 
involved in sex without the X 
adult-themed featurettes, 
Borghese has switched creative 
gears and is venturing into more 
legit movie-making. “I have a 
vampire film slated for produc- 
tion in early ’96 starring Al 
Lewis (The Munsters),” con- 
firms Borghese. Its title: 
Grampire. 

Director Michael Brook on 
film distribution: “I made a film 
called Blood Train in 1994 and it 
was never picked up. I figure if I 
sit on it long enough, it’s bound 
to create interest and become a 
cult hit.” 

—DEBBIE ROCHON 

If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o TJBR, P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 








Fortunately, the woman knows what she wants. _ 


Joe Bob gets Personal... 


Nude Photo Gets Mine 


| pee improved Personal Ad for the Nineties. 

Tell me what you think: 

“Chain-Smoking Couch Potato, 35 (but looks 55), 
card-carrying NRA member, shoots roller bladers on 
sight. Hates to laugh, but loves watching you scuba 
dive while I drink Pina Coladas on a bass boat. 





The plot of Private Obsession has supermodel 
Shannon Whirry stripped nekkid and locked 
in a room for an hour and a half, and that’s 
about it. Of course, that’s about all we need. 
independent income and thong bikini. You must own 
a techno-rock dance-mix CD collection that I can 
borrow when I deejay at Herpes Singles Night. Will 
take you out even during Monday Night Football, 
but only to topless bars that have big-screen TVs. 
Nude photo gets mine.” 

It just wasn’t pulling as many responses as I 
thought it should, so I switched over to the “Voice 
Personals.” This is those dealies where you basically 
troll for a mate while making a breather call. 

Remember when 900-number personals first 
came out, and everybody tried to be real “upbeat” 
and friendly and sound like an all-around nice-guy 
weekend sportscaster type in a button-up cardigan? 
Not anymore. These days, if you wanna score in 
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or some reason | wasn’t getting any actiononmy the Personals, you need to lay some whiskey-voice 


downtown Attitude down on the tape. You need to 
talk like either Barry White or Sharon Stone. (Since 
I go for the kinky types, my message sounds a little 
like Peter Lorre after a three-day drunk.) You say 
something like this: 

“Hi, baby. I know you're out there. Let’s do a little 
cappuccino and then head over to the Michael Bolton 
concert. Then I know a little bistro where we can 
dance till dawn and then have French toast out by 
the harbor. If you still like me, we can go listen to my 
New Age tree-frog tapes and talk about Matisse 
while the sun comes up over the Ukrainian cathe- 
dral.” 

You get the idea? You get on there, and you make 
up this fantasy that includes every single thing you 
hate in life. And the girls listen to it, and they go, 
“Wow! That voice and that attitude. He sounds so 
fascinating.” 

One more thing, guys. Important tip for the 
nineties. 

Act like you’re absolutely not interested in what 
the girl looks like. 

The great-looking ones will never tell you what 
they look like until you hook em in with the whole 
Peter Lorre/Michael Bolton thing. You know what 
I’m saying here? They think you like em because of 
their voice on the phone, and all the fascinating 
things they say about their astrologer. Never, ever 
mention anything about beauty, and eventually the 
foxes will say, “Well, no one has ever complained 
about my figure,” or “Men have told me that I’m easy 
on the eyes.” 

When you hear those magic words, then bingo! 
Set the date. Do the whole Ukrainian cathedral 
thing. Youre in. 

Isn’t modern techology great? 

Speaking of interesting ways to meet women in 
the nineties, our flick this week is Private Obsession, 
which is the best evidence yet that the erotic thriller 
has just plumb petered out. This time they don’t even 
bother with a third character—an abusive husband, 
a bitchy wife, a long-suffering girlfriend. None of 
that stuff. Michael Christian is a geekazoid with a 
special homemade dungeon in his E] Lay apartment, 
and one day he poses as a limo driver and kidnaps 
supermodel Shannon Whirry and puts her in a room 
where he can watch her get nekkid on a monitor, 
mess with her head, and try to talk her into making 
the sign of the twin-humped couch weasel with him. 

Shannon Whirry is the “other” Shannon. Shan- 
non Tweed is the undisputed box-office queen of the 
erotic thriller. But Shannon Whirry is the up-and- 


coming gal that all the guys 
want to see more of. Unfortu- 
nately, she’s really scraping 
the bottom of the icing bowl 
on this one, spending most of 
her time sitting on a bed in 
her underwear, screaming 
stuff like “Let me out of here!” 
and “I'd like something to eat!” 
and “This is weird! I need 
some space!” 

Meanwhile, creepy 
Michael cackles at his video- 
monitor control board, telling 
her exactly how she has to be 
trained so that they can be 
married and live happily ever 
after with her as his love slave. 

While this is going on, sev- 
eral lame character actors are meeting in cheap 
offices, discussing which limo company they should 
call next, and finally they waste so much screen time 
that Shannon goes, “Oh, what the heck, I'll get in the 
sack with the guy.” 

And here’s what’s creepy about it. She seems to 
kinda... like it. 

Twenty-six breasts. Multiple aardvarking. The 


“WEEELLL .., I'D HAVE TOSAY ITS A 
“LOK-TITE’ SEVEN-EIGHTHS GOLD- 
TONE WOOD <KEW..., MADE IN ANN 
ARBOR, MICHIGAN..., JUNE 27, 1991..., 


HAP "HARDWARE GOD” HENLEY NEVER FAILS TO IMPRESS 
HIS FRIENDS AND CO-WORKERS. 


old ether-in-the-limo trick. 
Creepy lingerie-shopping mon- 
tage, to the tune of a lounge- 
lizard song called “How Many 
Ways Do I Love You?” Toilet- 
tank drinking. Excellent 
vampy, pouty, grinding strip- 
tease routine. One chase 
through the woods. One gra- 
































— phim tuitous shower. Gratuitous Rip 
8 HECK Taylor. Oleo Fu. Drive-In 
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Academy Award nominations 










ya 74 for Shannon Whirry, her me- 
aL tallic-gold cocktail dress, and 
RB's, her two enormous talents, for 
£ | Y IZ | saying “Men will tell you any- 





thing they want you to hear,” 
and for getting stuck in a pet 
door in the nude; Michael 
Christian, as the creep with the key, for saying “I’m 
the guy with the key to your mind!” and “When you 
deal with Richard, you’re dealing with style, class 
and elegance!”; and Bo Svenson, as the private eye 
who has absolutely nothing to do in the movie, but 
keeps a straight face as he does it. 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





anon Kel-. 


ley, the hot 
new spokesbabe for 
Femme_ Fatales 
magazine, proves 
that big things do 
come in little pack- 
ages. The sultry 
French-Canadian 
model-turned-ac- 
tress packs a pow- 
erful punch with 
her 5-foot-3 curvy 
frame. When she 
arrived in New 
York City four 
years ago, she 


quickly got her first taste of the business on a video 


These days Manon prefers a sunnier climate when she’s pos- 
ing in a bathing suit. 








shoot. “I thought it 
would be a glamor 
thing,” she laughs. 
For thirty measly 
bucks, she spent a 
fourteen-hour day 
in the snow under 
a bridge in Harlem 


... Wherein we report from the wWeanee & skimpy 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the ouft-of-€he-mainstream, ano €Ehe | tic high heels won- 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, dering, “Is this 
movies, comic books, ano ofher 
places where misfits owell. has hung in there, 


bathing suit and 
foot-numbing plas- 


whatit’s all about?” 
Undaunted, she 


adding television 


and commercial credits to her resume, and is now 


venturing into film. Troma fans 
can spot her in Femme Fontaine: 
Killer Babe for the CIA and the 
upcoming Tromeo and Juliet. Di- 
rector Donald Farmer has re- 
cruited her for his next two projects. 
The first is an un-sequel to Red 
Lips (currently dubbed Red Lips 2, 
but it will bear little resemblence 
to its predecessor), which will also 
feature busy B-girl, J.J. North. In 
fact, Manon and J.J. are teaming 
up again for a totally different 
project—an interactive science fic- 
tion CD ROM game called The 
Guardian. The dazzling duo will 
play aliens who attack a spaceship 
and seduce the crew. If you want to 
get in touch with Manon, send your 
correspondence to: Marlon Kelley 
Fan Club, P.O. Box 3032, Wee- 
hawken, NJ 07087. 
€ 

In a paradoxical gesture, 
Rodney Eric Griffith laments 
the fall of counter-culture in Ex- 
tended Playhouse, a reflective new 
four-page bi-weekly publication 
“that respects your intelligence in 
the morning.” A wordy, academic 
discourse condemns the newest 
generation of fanzines and small 
press, remembering the good old 
days, when alternative literature 
was superior to the mainstream 
because it was “out there,” yet not 
out to attract a following. “The 
marionettes of discontent pull the 
strings, and it trickles down to the 
small presses. While there was, 
loosely, a network of self-publish- 


ing satellites in the 1980's, few trum- 
peted its existence with the national- 
istic fervor its successors like to blare.” 
Ironically, it criticizes the self-impor- 
tant posturing of today’s small press 
by using big, ten-dollar words and 
complex sentence structure. Extended 
Playhouse also features descriptive 
analyses of select off-beat recorcings, 
zine reviews, and a free classified sec- 
tion. A twelve-issue subscription goes 
for $10, payable to: Rodney Eric 
Griffith, Inspiracy Press, P.O. Box 
81392, Cleveland, OH 44181-0392. 
e 

She’s plucky, cusses like a sailor, 
and kicks a mime in the crotch for fun. 
We're referring to luscious six-foot 
equestrienne-turned-Scream Queen, 
Melissa Anne Moore, who has burst 
onto the comic book scene as a tough- 
as-nails bodyguard with a penchant 
for nudism, in Melissa Moore: Body- 
guard. Someone’s bumping off televi- 
sion broadcasters, so “Mel” is hired by 
a weenie newsman for protection. With 
the help of her trusty research assis- 
tant, Lara (a sexy Della Street-type 
with an annoying Scottish accent), 
she kicks booty (in a skin-tight mini 
and heels), foils the crime, and never 
once shows a panty line. Best lines 
include: “Gang way! Woman with PMS 
anda gun coming through! Gang way!” 
and “Drop the chicken, punk!” The 
printing of the first installment of 
Melissa Moore: Bodyguard was alittle 
behind schedule, riddled by pesky de- 
lays, as outlined by Hugh Gallagher 
of Draculina Publishing: “I went to 
the post office to pick up the art for 
this issue and...ah...anoverworked 
mailman attacked me (yeah)... He 
made me lick stamps for three days straight and 
then hit me on the head with a letter sorter .. .” 
Never fear, the second and third issues in the series 
should be out on schedule, and Mel will be taking on 
cults, gangs, and dreaded telemarketers! To get a 
copy of Melissa Moore: Bodyguard #1, or to reserve 
your copy of #2, send $4 to: Draculina, P.O. Box 587, 
Glen Carbon, IL 62034. 

e 

Roses are red, violets are blue, and Robert W. 
Howington’s got poetry for you. Bukowski and 
Serial Killers is a six-page litmag featuring uncon- 
ventional poetry from a sampling of talented writ- 
ers. While most entries contain sex-or-violence- 
oriented imagery, the messages transcend the words. 
“Political AIDS Poem” denounces the bureaucratic 
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Melissa anxiously awaits the release of her first comic book. 
(Somebody needs to tell her it’s out.) 


in-fighting that results in a lot of death and little 
action. In “During the Murder,” a killer relives the 
bloody scene of his crime with regret. Our favorite 
submission, Tom Tearaway’s “Used,” delivers a 
nice surprise ending. (“He knew as soon as he 
touched me that I was cold to him, but he took me 
anyway./When he could tell that I wasn’t an easy 
screw he ripped off my top and threw it away./ He 
kept me in his grip and wouldn’t let me go./ I didn’t 
invite him, but he came in me anyway, and took 
everything he wanted./ All he left were his fluids in 
me and on me./ When I was of no further use he 
discarded me,/ an empty bottle of beer.”) For a copy 
of Bukowski and Serial Killers, send $1 in cash or 
stamps to: Robert W. Howington, P.O. Box 470186, 
Fort Worth, TX 76147. 


Reviews by the Comedy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[Love POTION #9 


“Watchable” “frothy” “brilliantly imaginative” teen comedy 
starring the “weak” but “likeable” Tate Donovan as a “nerdy 
lintball of a biochemist” who gets a love potion from “wacky gypsy 
palm reader” Anne Bancroft (“a nice turn”) and shows it to his 
colleague, a socially inept psychobiologist played by the “convinc- 





Psycho super-model Claudia Christian and lying hotel clerk Arye 
Gross share a tender moment together in the sight-gag-filled, enter- 


taining Hexed. 


ing” “great” Sandra Bullock. The two nerds test it on chimpan- 
zees, who become amazingly amorous, then test it on themselves. 
To the surprise of both, Bullock “goes into hyper-sex-drive” and 
becomes “very hot in her transformation role from ugly duckling 
to babe,” leading to “a jumbled mish-mash” of plot complications 
in the last half hour. “Cinderella meets Revenge of the Nerds. 
Uneven, but it has some great moments.” “This film proves that 
a romantic comedy can be funny as heck—very rare these days. 
Five-star cerebral humor.” “They take the song and actually 
make a decent movie out of it.” “Nothing new here—an updated 
version of Jekyll and Hyde.” Cast: Dale Midkiff (Gary), Mary 
Mara (“classic bimbo blonde bombshell” as the hooker Marissa), 
Adrian Paul (“underused” as Enrico Pazzoli), Rebecca Staub 
(“good” as Cheryl), Dylan Baker (“very funny’ as Prince Jeffrey 
of England), Andrea Milan (“standout” as 
the matron ofhonor), Steven Burnett (Ron), 
Lisa Coles (blonde at bar). Producer/Writer/ 
Director: Dale Launer (“the guy to watch,” 
“writing uneven,” “plot gaps”). [Twentieth 
Century-Fox/Fox. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 


H: EXED 


“Entertaining” “brain candy” starring 
the “very likeable” “winningly boyish” Arye 
Gross as a hotel clerk and pathological liar 
who spends his time pretending to be some- 
one else, and tricks “oversexed” “psycho su- 
per-model” Claudia Christian into going 
on a date with him, only to end up charged 
with murder. “All-around good solid comedy 
with joke after joke and sight gags, too— 
even romance!” “Low-key without being low- 
rent, humorous but not hilarious, wildly 





uneven and a bit overlong. A Rodney King bit is especially, . 
brutally funny.” “Disappointing for a parody. There isn’t nearly 
enough action.” “Good mix of sex, comedy, slapstick. Lots of sight 
gags and spoofs that are irrelevant to the plot but very funny 
nonetheless.” “I can’t decide whether Christian is good or horri- 
bly overacting—probably both.” Minority opinion: “A poor at- 
tempt to copy movies like Naked Gun and Hot Shots. Unfunny.” 
Christian has the best line: “Do you have mayonnaise 
and a rake?” Six dead bodies. Six breasts. One motor 
vehicle chase. One explosion. Kung Fu. Cast: R. Lee 
Ermey (“over the top,” “screams relentlessly,” “out- 
standing” as Det. Ferguson), Teresa Ganzel (“bit 
part” as a reporter), Norman Fell (“outstanding” 
“comic genius” as Herschel Levine), Adrienne Shelly 
(“good,” “cute” as Gloria O’Connor), Michael Knight 
(“great,” “leaves a trail of slime” as “self-centered 
scumbag weasel” Simon Littlefield, the assistant man- 
ager), Ray Baker (Victor Thummell), Robin Curtis 
(Rebecca), Brandis Kemp (Ms. Strickland), Pamela 
Roylance (Jennifer), Billy Jones (Larry), Michele 
Russell (TV reporter). Writer/Director: Alan Spen- 
cer (“very funny lines,” “fast-paced,” “good plot,” “drive- 
in kind of guy”). [Columbia/Columbia TriStar. 1993.] 
Overall rating: 86. 


(['HE EFFICIENCY EXPERT 


“Really entertaining” but “formulaic” sixties com- 
edy starring the “icy cold” Anthony Hopkins, “look- 
ing bored” as a business consultant, “a man ruled by 
forms, formulas and that evil tyrant, time.” He’s hired 
to modernize a declining Australian moccasin com- 
pany filled with oddballs who “subvert every efficiency measure 
he implements.” The plot thickens when a working guy, “eternal 
wimp” Ben Mendelsohn, develops a case of “rabid puppy love” 
for Hopkins’ daughter, “believable”-to-“awful” Rebecca Rigg, 
an aspiring model who “resembles Nancy Sinatra—and her boots 
are made for walking all over this poor schmuck’s heart.” Hopkins 
“finds redemption” during a “Rocky-style” slot-car racing tourna- 
ment, and ends up being reformed by the people he is sent to 
reform. “Slow, yet adorable.” “Not drippy or emotional. It makes 
its case without being smarmy.” “Hopkins looks like he dug 
himself out of the grave to do this movie.” “Hopkins basically 
walks through the role with the lack of emotion that he used to 
such great effect with his portrayal of Dr. Hannibal Lecter, 
devoid of both humanity and humility.” Minority opinion: “Not 
funny at all, not original, totally predict- 
able. You’ve seen this one before many 
times. Unendurably long slot-car race 
scene—it wasn’t as exciting as, say, 
watching our 350-pound neighbor mow 
her lawn in a muu-muu.” Cast: Alwyn 
Kurts (“standout” as “kindly factory 
owner” Mr. Ball), Russell Crowe 
(“great” as the “evil sales toady” Kim), 
Bruno Lawrence, Angela Punch 
McGregor, Daniel Wyllie (Fletcher). 
Writers: Max Dann, Andrew Knight 
(“outstanding,” “predictable plot,” 
“fresh,” “subpar”). Director: Mark Joffe 
(“good,” “original”). [Miramax/Para- 
mount. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 85. 


[DeE4D SOLID PERFECT 


“Consistently funny” comedy star- 
ring Randy Quaid, “a natural” as a 


“confused” “wasted-out” low-level touring golf pro who “screws 
up his life and then sort of puts it back” as he “tools from tourney 
to tourney in a classic seventies Chrysler ragtop in search of a 
major win” while going through drinking problems, girlfriend 
problems, and, most horrifying of all, wife problems. With the 
“always great” but “a bit too strident” Kathryn Harrold as his 
“pissed-off” wife, “obnoxious” Jack Warden as a wealthy spon- 
sor (“doing the same character as in his other thousand movies”), 
the “fine” Larry Riley as his “ethnic” caddy (“should have 
starred”), Brett Cullen as his rival on and off the course, and 
“doe-eyed chipmunk-cheeked” Corinne Bohrer (“nice assets,” 
“marvelous talents”) as the “nymphette golf groupie.” The movie 
“saves itself in the final round with a big Rocky finish.” “A golf 
comedy that even people who don’t like golf can handle.” 
“Almost too much golf. Not a comedy so much as a 
melodrama.” “So much golf lingo I thought they were 
speaking Swahili.” “The extended golf sequences are 
yawners.” “Dan Jenkins novels, filled as they are with 
acute observations and inner monologues, are populated 
by characters better suited for life on paper, since few can 
make the leap of faith to the big screen. Jenkins fans will 
invariably be disappointed at this watered-down 
JenkinsLite.” Minority opinion: “This belongs in the pa- 
thetic soap opera/drama section. This movie validates the 
idea that golfand everything associated with it is a waste. 
Not entertaining!” The one-liners, straight out of Dan 
Jenkins’ novel, are great as usual: “I’d order drinks if I 
could find me an ethnic.” “For that kind of money, Ill stay 
home and play with my dick.” Two breasts. Cast: Delane 
Matthews (“outstanding” “quiet turn” as Kate Beth 
Smithern, wife ofa philandering pro), John M. Jackson 
(“perfect”), Keith Olbermann (U.S. Open commenta- 
tor). Writers: Jenkins, Bobby Roth (“predictable and 
boring”), from Jenkins’ novel. Director: Roth (“good”). 
[HBO Pictures/Warner. 1988/93.] Overall rating: 82. 


Der OP DEAD FRED 


“Cute” “half-hour TV plot stretched to movie length,” in 
which the “great” Phoebe Cates loses her car, purse, husband 
and job all in one day. She moves home to live with her “mega- 
bitch” “shark-woman” mother, Marsha Mason, where an invis- 
ible childhood friend reappears—the “annoying” “frenetic” “over- 
the-top” Rik Mayall, “an evil limey sort of Robin Williams.” 
Mayall helps her as she “tapdances the fine line between insanity 
and irrationality.” She ends up listening to him more than her 
other confidant, the “brilliant” “sarcastic” Carrie Fisher, a 
“wacky, run-walking, endorphin-addicted friend.” “Harvey meets 
Beetlejuice.” “I don’t know whether to be scared or amused. It’s 
about personal demons and acting out one’s dark side, but 
random destruction is only so funny.” “Loads of sophomoric sight 
gags.” “This movie is a disturbing look at child abuse and not 
really funny.” Minority opinion: “It’s super-funny and well-writ- 
ten. Lots of gags in a great, fresh story. If Beetlejuice had a heart, 
it would be Drop Dead Fred.” Mayall has the best line, as he looks 
up Mason’s skirt: “Wow! Cobwebs!” One dead body. One explo- 
sion. Cast: Tim Matheson (“perfect” but “wasted” as the cheat- 
ing husband Charles), Roy Eldard (“abominable” as Mickey the 
childhood friend), Bridget Fonda (uncredited as Annabella), 
Ashley Peldon (“natural, unnanoying child actor,” “cuter than 
a ladybug’s hemorrhoid” as Elizabeth, or young “Snot Face”), 
Cheryl Hawker (400-pound psychiatric nurse Black Belt Betty), 
Clark Niederjohn (Velcro Head). Writers: Carlos Davis, An- 
thony Fingleton (“good”). Director: Ate De Jong (“should get 
a medal”). [New Line/Live. 1991.] Overall rating: 80. 


OVER HER DEAD BODY 


39 66. 


The “very funny” “whining wimp” Elizabeth Perkins and 
“way over-the-top” Judge Reinhold as her “cop loverboy” get 
caught in flagrante aardvarkus by Reinhold’s wife (and Perkins’ 
older sister), “bitchy white-trash” Maureen Mueller. When 






Roger Daltrey and Chesney Hawkes play dimwit father-son rock- 
and-rollers in the Brit snorefest Buddy’s Song. We never would 
have guessed. 


Perkins clocks Mueller on her beehive with a clown statue, the 
lovers end up driving around the desert with a body in their 
trunk, trying to stage an accident. “Weekend at Bernie’s meets 
Thelma & Louise.” “It’s like Throw Momma from the Train 
crossed with Weekend at Bernie’s.” “After Hours meets Weekend 
at Bernie’s.” “Spectacularly unfunny. So many plot holes you’d 
think that moths had been at the script.” “The jokes always fall 
just a hair short.” “I don’t understand how a movie this bad gets 
made, or how good people decide to participate.” “After a great 
start, there’s a long lull. The best character lasts three minutes.” 
“Perkins looks horrible as a blonde, and she whines the whole 
time.” Minority opinions: “Consistently hilarious small-town- 
America-type comedy.” “A much better, funnier ‘dead body’ 


movie than Weekend at Bernie’s.” Perkins has the best line: 
“Harry, you are standing here in the middle of goddamned 
nowhere with your dead wife in your arms, and you're worried 
about your fucking bumper?” Two dead bodies. Two motor ve- 
hicle chases. One explosion. Cast: Michael J. Pollard (“porn- 
watchin’ creepy motel manager”), Rhea Perlman (“radios in her 
performance” as the police dispatcher), Jeffrey Jones (“better 
than average” as “Barney Fife character” Sheriff Floyd), Brion 
James (“standout” as the lecherous “horny, belching trucker” 
George, “who remains drunk as a skunkola throughout”). Writ- 
ers: A.J. Tipping, James Whaley, Maurice Phillips (“some 
snappy dialogue”). Director: Phillips (“outstanding”). [Vestron. 
1990/92.] Overall rating: 80. 


Buppy’s SONG 


“Predictable” “monotonous” British “follow-your-dream type 
flick” starring Roger Daltrey, “not bad” as an aging rocker and 
small-time crook who gets out of prison and finds out that his son, 
Chesney Hawkes, has started playing music himself. Daltrey 
insists on managing him, forcing him to perform seedy gigs with 
old-timers who still play Buddy Holly tunes, while Daltrey and 
his “raving bitch” businesswoman wife, “good-looking” Sharon 
Duce, try to patch things up. Hawkes “plays dreadful song after 
dreadful song as he struggles to become the next Wham!” “Adrab 
social drama/coming of age’ movie pathetically devoid of any 
humor whatsoever. Is this really supposed to be funny?” “Daltrey’s 
hair and sideburns are distracting. It looks like he has a poodle 
on his head and twe large caterpillars stuck to his face.” “Not 
really a comedy, but good as drama, with a very ‘real’ feeling. 
Easy to watch, good songs.” “This is obviously a vehicle for 
Hawkes, a young pop star in the UK. His father is Len ‘Chip’ 
Hawkes, the lead singer for the Tremeloes. But Chesney is not 
capable of involving the audience.” Two breasts. One bar brawl. 
Cast: Michael Elphick (Des), Liza Walker (Elaine). Writer: 
Nigel Hinton (“weak plot,” “not much here,” “stilted”), from his 


novel. Director: Claude Whatham (“good”). [Vidmark. 1992/ 
93.] Overall rating: 79. 


pity BUNNY’S ANIMAL SONGS 


First in a series of “sing- 
along” tapes starring the 
Muppets, “unimaginative drivel” 
in which Kermit the Frog nar- 
rates a musical story about Billy 
Bunny, whoonly knows one song, 
so he has to travel through the 
forest learning “terrible tunes” 
from gophers, rappin’ bears, ter- 
mites, raccoons, a porcupine, 
frogs and a turtle. “Help! I can’t 
get that ‘Hoppity Boppity Bunny 
Kid’ song out of my head!” “Noth- 
ing here is up to Muppet stan- 
dards. It’s on tape, not film. The 
production, story and music are 
all subpar.” “Too many of the 
animals have Afro-American 
mannerisms, style and speech. 
We don’t know why—must be a 
government secret.” “Jim Hen- 
son is probably rolling in his 
grave.” Writers: Bill Prady, Jim 
Lewis (“well-done,” “children 
could do better”). Songwriter: 
Dave Kinnoin. Director: David 
Gumpel (“good”). [Jim Henson. 
1993.] Overall rating: 77. 


H OW U LIKE ME NOW 


Bunny’s Animal Songs. 


“A black version of When Harry Met Sally, but not as funny,” 
full of “deadly cliches” about the problems of four African- 
American men hangin on Chicago’s South Side. (“Their various 
romantic problems are typified by the line, ‘How could the bitch 
do this to me?”) “Sexy, mixed-up” “whining bimbo” Salli 
Richardson gets “fed up” with “lazy” boyfriend Darnell Will- 
iams, who has “all the sensitivity and romance of a brick.” So she 
leaves him for a white guy, then comes back to him, but Williams 
has other fish to fry. Commenting on the proceedings are Will- 
iams’ friends, the “funny” Daniel Gardner, who is “your basic 
jive-ass homeboy stereotype,” and the “over-acting” Raymond 
Whitfield, who “does a poor Billy Dee Williams” as he “notches 
his black belt with white chicks’ scalps.” (“A guy like Whitfield in 
a real ‘hood’ wouldn’t live past the next drive-by shooting.”) 
Producer/writer/director Darryl Roberts is “cool,” “giving him- 
self all the best lines” as “the ‘wise’ older guy.” “Four men with 
four bad attitudes. Any woman with power is a shallow-hair- 
extension-wearing phony. We’re in Rush Limbaugh Country!” 
“You gotta wonder about the film’s message when one black 
woman’s ultimate dis of another is ‘And I’m lighter than you!” 
“Why is it that in a movie about black women the strongest 
characters are all men?” “Thisis a disgustingly stereotyped insult 
to black people everywhere. Not entertaining. Why is the camera 
always looking up the actors’ noses? Was it filmed by midgets? 
Full of trite drivel.” One breast. Gratuitous toe-sucking. Cast: 
Jonelle Kennedy (“semi-interesting” as “snotty” Sharon), Byron 
Stewart (“takes his bogus part too seriously,” “great” as “snippy” 
hairdresser Pierre), Charnele Brown. [SGE/MCA-Universal. 
1992/93.] Overall rating: 75. 





The committee wanted to hack little Billy Bunny’s 
head off, in the karaoke-for-rug-rats tape Billy 


PREMOTE 


“Cheap” “contrived” “very very poor man’s Home Alone” 
starring “wooden, uninteresting” “pallidly androgynous” Chris 
Carrara as a 13-year-old “remote-control freak” in suburban 
Davis, California, who foils some con- 
venience store robbers with the use 
of remote-control toys. “This isn’t 
exactly like Home Alone. There are 
three burglars instead of two.” “Who 
cares?” “Home Alone meets The Whiz 
Kids.” “Harmless, lightweight, de- 
rivative mind candy suitable for the 
entire family.” “The kids with their 
heavy pre-pubescent sexy overtones 
are completely ridiculous. Any adult 
connected with this movie should be 
arrested for contributing to the idi- 
ocy of a minor.” “There are no 
Macaulay Culkins in this group.” 
“Occasional funny bits strung to- 
gether with nothing. It looks like 
video.” “Really shoddy special ef- 
fects.” “One more note of the con- 
tinuous emotionally putrefyingly in- 
appropriate Star Wars music and 
we'd have ripped the TV screen off 
with our bare hands.” Two explo- 
sions. Cast: Kenneth A. Brown 
(“best” as Jamaal), Jessica Bow- 
man (“promising,” “sweet” as “pug- 
nosed, freckle-faced” Judy), Milo 
Needles (“standout” as the tele- 
vangelist), Jordan Belfi (“excels” as “latter-day Eddie Haskell- 
type sociopath” Ben), John Diehl (“adequate” as criminal 
Delbert), Tony Longo (“embarrassing” as the corpulent Louis), 
Ann Randolph (“wooden’” as the policewoman), Stuart Fratkin 
(“the worst” as criminal Richie), Derya Ruggles. Writer: Mike 
Farrow, from an original idea by producer Charles Band. 
Director: Ted Nicolaou. [Moonbeam/Paramount. 1993.] Overall 
rating: 73. 


My GRANDPA IS A VAMPIRE 


“Cheap-looking” “terrible” “kindly old flop” about 12-year- 
old “arrogant gremlin” Justin Gocke, who visits his grandfa- 
ther, Al Lewis, in New Zealand, only to discover grandpa is “a 
vampire with a heart of gold who is having too much fun on earth 
to retreat to the netherworld.” So his grandson and a friend, the 
“okay” Milan Borich, help him escape the coffin and live among 
real people “until things get just too complicated.” “E.T. meets 
The Munsters meets Beetlejuice: The Geriatric Years.” “This is 
supposed to be family-style entertainment? Everyone in it is 
dysfunctional.” “Grandpa and the boys skip around a lot, holding 
hands. They also fly, using what may be the worst special effects 
in history.” “This was filmed in New Zealand, giving a weird 
fifties/sixties/seventies feel to the slang. The Kiwis are a little out 
of touch.” “Lewis should retire. Please.” “Lewis is the greatest 
American actor since Morton Downey, Jr.” “Gocke says ‘man’ 
more than Dennis Hopper in Apocalypse Now. Too annoying for 
words.” “Gocke looks like a midget Patrick Swayze.” One dead 
body. Two explosions. Cast: Pat Evison (Aunt Leah), Noel 
Appleby (Ernie). Writer: Michael Heath (“bad premise”). Di- 
rector: David Blyth (“bad execution”). [New Zealand Pictures/ 
Republic. 1991.] Overall rating: 68. 
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Nowadays, raising children seems to be a lot of talk and little action... 


No Kidding 


“Ty you have kids, Joe Bob?” 
Excuse me while I high-tail it to the hills. 

Do you get a queasy feeling in the pit of your 
stomach when you hear this question? I know I do. 
Something really 
weird is about to come 
out of the mouth of 
whoever says this. 

Or how about this 
one? 

“You know, I just 
love spending time 
with my kids.” 

Yeah. Uh-huh. 
And? 

I mean, I don’t 
know exactly what 
people are trying to 
say when they tell me 
this. lalways assumed 
that everybody likes 
to spend time with 
their kids. Yet, at least 
once a week, somebody feels the need to tell me just 
how much they love spending time with their kids. 

“You don’t know how great it is till you have 
them.” 

I already know this. If you don’t have kids, then 
you can’t know how great it is. This would be covered 
in Logic 101. You don’t need to tell me this. 

And now here it comes. 

“Do you plan to have kids?” 

Well, uh, that would involve being married first, 
I guess, wouldn’t it? I know they do a lot with test- 
tube babies these days, but I’m not likely to be 
heading down to the sperm bank and grow me a 
baby in a petri dish. No, so I guess not. 

“Everybody should have kids.” 


R.L.P. 


Hyde Park Drive-In 
Hyde Park, New York 


Republican Alert! The Hyde Park Drive-In 
in Hyde Park, New York, is scheduled for the 
big ball. As usual, somebody wants to put up a 
Wal-Mart. The only drive-in left in this whole 
Poughkeepsie area is the Overlook. Chuck 
Hush of Poughkeepsie reminds us that, with- 
out eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 

















Now I’m starting to get really nervous. Every- 
body should not have kids. Half the problems in the 
country are caused by people having kids who really 
don’t want kids. 


PES 
¢ Reread 
le Pons 
Neon 
te, 
~ 


“Kids are our hope for the future.” 

Well, yes and no. Happy kids are our hope for the 
future. Kids who are taken care of are our hope for 
the future. Sheer numbers of kids are not our hope 
for the future. Kids who don’t know who they belong 
to are not our hope for the future. 

I’ve only known a few dads who seem to be close 
to their kids. And a lot of those dads never did much 
at all in the way of “quality time.” I remember a 
migrant farm laborer in West Texas who worked in 
the fields with his kids all day long, rode herd on em, 
forced em to save their money. At night he had no 
time for them, and besides, he wanted them to help 
their mother. But if you had asked him if he loved 
em, he would have looked at you with a blank 
expression. It wasn’t an issue. It wasn’t anything he 
ever felt the need to express. But when he died, his 
many children remembered him as a saint among 
men. 

He never once said, “I just love spending time 
with my kids.” 

He never once asked one of his kids what the kid 
wanted from him. 

Instead, he gave the kid exactly what the kid 
needed, and he decided what that was. 

Was he a crazy man? 

If he was doing this today, would Child Welfare 
come snatch those kids away from him? 

Maybe so. But I think there’s something about 
his silence that I kinda like. 
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Used to be, both Dad and Mom wanted to wear em. Now, no one is... 


Puttin’ on the Pants 


he other day this guy was telling me how neu- 
rotic his girlfriend is. How she worries about 
her weight, whines about the hired help, obsesses 





about how scared she is that her car is gonna break 
down on the freeway. 

And after a while I said, “Well, aren’t you the 
man?” 

And he said “What?” 

And I said, “Can’t you just kinda take care of it?” 

And he launched into an explanation of how ’m 
a jerk for saying that, because today, in the nineties, 
men aren’t supposed to “take care of it.” That’s an 
outdated idea. That’s like a fifties idea. Women are 
not weepy whiny little delicate flowers that men are 
supposed to take care of all the time. 

So I dropped it. After all, I wouldn’t want him to 
think that all that weeping and whining was caused 
by his girlfriend being... uh... weepy and whiny. 

Remember when dads used to say, “Who wears 
the pants in this family?” And all us kids would 
laugh. Because whenever Dad has to tell you that he 
wears the pants in the family, it’s because he’s lost 
his pants, right? But at least we basically knew what 
he meant. When it was time for Attitude Adjustment, 
it was always Dad that did it. 

No longer true. I know couples who go for 
weeks arguing about the same thing over and over 
again. I’m not saying this is a bad thing, but there 
was a time when Dad would just take care of it. It 
would be over. Finished. If you couldn’t make up 
your mind what to order, Dad would order for you. If 
you couldn’t stop crying about losing the baseball 





game, Dad would come over and say, “Okay, that’s 
enough. There’s another game next week.” In other 
words, whatever was needed to take care of it, Dad 
would take care of it. 

And he would especially take care of it with 
Mom. 

If Mom cried, Dad would stop the crying. 

If Mom was scared about something, Dad would 
say “Don’t be scared.” 

If Mom thought she was fat, Dad would say 
something funny and insulting that would make 
Mom mad for about five minutes, but we all knew it 
was just Dad taking care of it. 

When did men quit doing this job? 

When did women ask men to quit doing this job? 

Who’s doing the job now? Oprah? 

What are men doing instead? Watching Monday 
Night Football? 

What does a woman on a non-stop crying jag do 
instead of ask somebody to take care of it? Call the 
Psychic Hot Line? 

And what was wrong with it in the first place? 

I know. I Just Don’t Get It. It’s yet another area 
where I Just Don’t Get It. 

Okay. Fine. Whine, cry, obsess. I'll be in the back 
room, watching the big screen. 


Everybody has to have a job sooner or 
later. And most of them suck. 
Want to laugh hysterically at it, along 
with the rest of us fellow travellers? 
Then you must read: 


Underground Office 
Humor! 


128 PAGES OF UNDERGROUND OFFICE MEMOS AND 
CAUSTIC BUT TRUE COMMENTS ABOUT TODAY’S 
WORKPLACE! YOU CAN BUY 

TAIS BOOK STRAIGHT FROM 

THE AUTHOR, SIGNED IF YA 

WANT IT. 

SEND $10.00* TO: 

S.E. Mills 


Yendie Boox Publishing, Inc. 
P.O. Box 80204 
Indianapolis, In 46280-0204 


"Checks, Money order’s o.k. 


BUY TWO! MAKES A 
GREAT GIFT! 
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Dear Joe Bob: 
My letter is in response to 
your comment, “For Chickens, 
it's Home, Home on the Free 
Range: The birds are going to 
end up on a plate anyway.” I 
have often wondered why it is 
frequently cited as a justifica- 
tion for the eating of other animals that “they are just 
going to die anyway.” Why not use this argument to 
justify the intentional killing of anybody one wishes 
dead? Is the murder of a human being so bad? After 
all, the murder victim “was going to die anyway.” 
In making fun of chickens and the idea of giving 
them a decent life before killing them, you represent 
an important reason to stop raising them for food and 
to stop killing them and eating them. It is not that 
they are going to die anyway that seems to justify our 
mistreatment of chickens when they are alive, be- 
cause death is the fate we all share and we do not 
generalize the argument, but that we are deliber- 
ately going to kill them. There is a perceived incon- 
sistency in valuing a fellow creature so little and yet 
insisting that he or she be granted a semblance of 
tolerable existence prior to execution. So free-rang- 
ing in these circumstances can our disrespect for our 
victims become that any churlish sentiment, un- 
hampered by truth, kindness or respect, seems fit to 
exercise. 
It is contemptible to assert that we humans have 
no responsibility, or that it makes no sense, to enrich 
experiences of other beings brought into the world 
simply to suffer and die for us. The situation confers 
greater, rather than lesser, or no, obligations upon 
us towards those at our mercy. Your comment is a 
persuasive argument for getting the slaughterhouse 
out of our kitchens. 
Karen Davis, President 
United Poultry Concerns, Inc. 
Potomac, Md. 

Dear Karen: 

I don’t write the headlines, hon. 

My point was not that we should kill em because 
they're gonna die anyway. 

My point was that lettin em run free on the range 
makes no difference, because they don’t know where 
they are in the first place. 

Youw’re the expert. Have you ever seen a chicken 
that seemed to have any sense of direction or orien- 
tation whatsoever? They have brains the size of an 
amoeba’s tooth. What they want is food. And that 
were giving em. Right up until we kill em. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I don’t generally go in for cults, but if you were 
in charge of the set-up, I might go for it. Are you 
hairy? I go for guys with hair everywhere except the 
tops of their heads. (I read somewhere that means 
they have more male hormones.) Just one thing, if 





you had five wives, does that mean 
I get to have five husbands? We 
nymphomaniacs havea hard time 
with just one husband, and if we 
have to share him with five wives, 
that would be enough to make me 
crazy! Maybe that explains Suzy’s 
problem. 

I worship your literary style and try to emulate 
it in all my letters, especially to men I barely know. 
One question: How come you tally up breasts and 
naked women, but seem to ignore fine scenes of 
men’s cute asses, bare, hairy chests and (only in my 
dreams) full frontal shots of men running with no 
pants on? Have a heart and give us nymphos a clue 
to where to look for such stimulating artistry. God 
bless you, sweetheart. We love you. 

Deb 
North Bay, Calif. 
Dear Deb: 

Wouldn't a full frontal shot of a man running 

with no pants on be dangerous to small animals? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I read your article about the KKK in my paper 
today. You had some pretty good points there. Let’s 
hope Geraldo reads your column, too. 

But on to something else that’s really pissing me 
off. ’m sick to death of “feminine freshness” ads. 
Believe it or not, my mom and I have more to talk 
about than that “not so fresh” feeling. You don’t see 
men in locker room ads saying, “Hey, Hank, what do 
you do when you get that ‘not so dry’ feeling?” 

Well, I feel better just for having stated this. 
Thanks for letting me get this off my chest (so to ' 
speak). 

A big fan (not fat, just a fan), 
Paula Davis 

Livermore, Calif. 

Dear Paula: | 

I don't really know what “feminine freshness” 
means, but when I think about it, I don’t wanna think 
about it. You know what I mean? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

The San Francisco Chronicle had a story about 
a topless car wash in Santa Cruz run by the lesbian 
and bisexual student assocation at the University of 
Santa Cruz to raise money to publish a safe sex 
calendar. 

Of all the “topless” enterprises I have ever heard 
of, a “topless lesbian car wash” must be the funniest. 
Jump on this and run! 

Bill Day 
Oakland, Calif. 
Dear Bill: 

I know what you mean, but let’s not use the 
expression “Jump on this.” 

Please. 


13 





DOOOoOoOooOooOoOooOoooooOoooooOooOoOooOooOoOoOoOoooOoooooooooOoooOo0000 


Contest #1 


Marian Broussard of Dallas, Texas: “My co- 
workers are trying to remember a movie. I have 
attached the office banter from our electronic bulle- 
tin board. I hope you can answer this thing for us. (I 
told them you could find out anything!) [Duane: I 
have been trying to remember the name of this 
movie for about five years. I saw it about 10 to 15 
years ago. I was probably only around 9 or 10 so I 
may not be too factual on some of the points of the 
movie. The movie made reference to the book of 
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Revelation (no, it wasn’t an Omen movie). In the 
beginning of the show, a boy kills his mom (with his 
dad’s approval). There was a reference to the thir- 
teen-headed dragon (it was a company, possibly oil). 
A black leader got killed by someone turning on a 
helicopter and the blade chopped his skull open. 
Someone got killed by an access gate that closed on 
him. I was only 9 or 10 soI don’t really remember the 
plot, or what happens in the show. If you’ve ever 
seen a movie that sorta sounds like this, let me 
know. ... Burleigh: Excellent movie (even though it 
was a B-rated movie)! The name of the movie, I 
believe, is Dawn of the Dead or Dawn of the Living 
Dead. I don’t seem to remember your first two 
memories. If this was the same movie, the black man 
was a zombie who was climbing on a pile of crates 
and his head hit the blades. I think the other man 
was in the mall when the gate hit him. Ifthis was the 
same movie then it was really funny (more than it 
was scary). I like the mall scene. .. . Duane: Sorry, 
wrong answer. Not Dawn of the Dead. The guy who 
got his head chopped off, as much as I can remem- 
ber, was a politician or the sort. He was waving to a 
crowd of people when someone turned on the heli- 
copter and it chopped his cranium. This was a 
serious movie. It scared the hell out of me. (I was 
young, so it may not be that scary.)]” 


Contest #2 


Maxine Ardoin of Dallas: “Many years ago, 
probably in the sixties, there was a TV adventure 
series, I think entitled Soldiers of Fortune. The two 
male leads offered their services for hire, d la Pala- 
din. Recently, while watching the Clint Eastwood 
movie The Unforgiven, I thought I recognized one of 
these men as either a deputy or friend of cruel 
sheriff Gene Hackman. Can someone verify the title 
of the series and identify the two leads? Am I correct 
that that was one of them in the supporting role in 


The Unforgiven? Please refresh my memory.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the September 4 issue, Rich Ridgway of Redwood City, 
California, wrote: “When I was in college in 1966 or ’67 I went to 
the theatre and the second bill was a western with Howard Keel 
and Jane Russell. It was so awful the audience was hysterical. I 
have never seen it written up in any of the turkey reports. Can 
you tell me the name and if it’s available on video?” 

We received 28 correct answers, so our winner was chosen by 
drawing. Andheis... 

David Munier of Peoria, Arizona: “Well, 66 was a bad year 
for Jane Russell westerns. She had two flops that year, but the one 
Rich is asking about isn’t the worst of the two. The movie Rich 
remembers is Waco, starring Howard Keel, Jane Russell, Brian 
Donlevy, Wendell Corey, Terry Moore, John Smith, John Agar, 


Gene Evans, Richard Arlen, Ben Cooper, and Jeff Richards. It’s ~ 


your typical story of a gunfighter, played by Keel, who rides into 
town to clean it up, only to find his ex-girlfriend, Russell, has 
married Reverend Corey. But Waco wasn’t the only bad Jane 
Russell western to come under the direction of Robert G. ‘Bud’ 





Jane Russell brings the same talents that made her stand 
out in The Outlaw to the lame western Waco, proving that 
there are at least a couple of good reasons to sit through it. 
Springsteen in 1966. In the same year Springsteen also brought 
us Johnny Reno, a turkey that again starred Russell, John Agar 
and Richard Arlen.” 

Additional information came from our 27 runners-up... 

Lawrence D. Bauer of Rochester, New York: “I never could 
take Keel as a macho hero type; I guess it was all that singing. 
Even though the movie was pretty much ofa stinker, the support- 
ing cast was a B-movie lover’s dream.” 

Walter Ryland of Plano, Texas: “The Doc Holliday figure 
was Donlevy, who seemed a little too old and chubby. Other 
former big names in the cast included Fuzzy Knight. Billed way 
down was DeForest Kelley, whose career was in such bad shape 
that his very next project was a rocketship show on TV. I can’t 
understand why the audience was ‘hysterical,’ since the flick 
would never make the cut at MST3K; maybe those sixties college 
kids had been doing something to get in a jovial mood.” 

Richard Brandt of El Paso, Texas: “Like all of the innumer- 
able R.G. Springsteen-directed Westerns that gave work to su- 
perannuated character actors—some of whom had been kicking 
around since silent days—this one will turn up on the tube from 
time to time. Aside from casting Howard Keel in a non-musical— 
which is something like casting Esther Williams in a non-swim- 
ming role—this one had the foresight to cast two of Howard 
Hughes’ ex-flames, Jane Russell and Terry Moore. There’s a set 
I would have liked to be on! Assuming I could manage to stay out 
of their way. Terry spends the whole movie in one of those stock 
Western saloon showgirl outfits, as I recall, and years later she 
was still baring all in Playboy. Yowzah. Of course, my favorite 
obscure Springsteen Western of all time was Hellfire!, with ‘Wild 
Bill’ Williams as the gambler who takes up the cloth, Marie 
Windsor as the gunslinger, and Forrest Tucker as the antihero.” 

Charlotte Wilder of Dallas: “I remember seeing this movie 
as a child. I was sick and not allowed out of bed (before the days 
of remotes). I was forced to watch this terrible movie. I will never 
forget it.” 

Murray Whichard of Poway, California: “Actually, Waco 
was artistic cinema compared with another Springsteen opus, 
released the same year, called Johnny Reno. Also a widescreener, 
this one was so bad that, when I saw it, people in the audience 
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(okay, it was a Saturday matinee double 
feature) actually threw things at the screen. 
You could actually hear the bones of these 
old-timers creaking as they walked around. 
Possibly the worst western ever made, and 
that’s sayin’ sumpin, podnuh!” 

Dennis Lien of Minneapolis: “This 
Paramount oater had a screenplay by vet- 
eran pulp author and Hollywood scripter 
Steve Fisher (reponsible for such better- 
remembered movies asl Wake Up Scream- 
ing and The Lady in the Lake), based ona 
1961 Arcadia Publishing book, Emporia, 
by Harry Sanford and Max Lamb (a couple 
of authentic cowpoke names if I never 
heard such, if you know what I mean and 
I think you do, though I’m not sure that I 
do). No relation to the 1952 Monogram 
movie of the same. Note that the American 
Film Institute catalog has cross-indexed 
this sucker under ‘Sheriffs/Mayors/Preach- 
ers/Gunfighters/Ranchers/Law and Order/ 
Gambling/Drunkenness/Motherhood/Sa- 
loons/Wyoming.’ What more can you ask 
for? Apparently includes Motherhood Fu 
and hints of future Preacher’s Widow 
Aardvarking.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, Cali- 
fornia: “During the last half of the 1960's, 
a producer named A.C. Lyles (who still had 
offices at Paramount a few years ago) 
seemed to be determined to single- 
handedly revive the B western. They were 
all pretty lame, but on the up side they had 
all sorts of cool people in their casts. Lyles 
also employed Lon Chaney, Jr., in many of 
his productions, but not in Waco.” 

Also answering correctly were Ira 
Hale Blackman of Boston; Karl Brendel 
of Atlanta; Victor Catano of Buffalo; Bill 
W. Dalton of Santa Ana, California; Rob- 
ert del Valle of Troy, Michigan; Scott 
Fabbri of Alexandria, Virginia; Steven 
Grant of Redmond, Washington; Paul 
Kazee of Brooklyn, New York; Carl E. 
Larsen of Staunton, Virginia; Evelyn C. 
Leeper of Matawan, New Jersey; Chris 
Panos of Plano, Texas; Nancy Peay of 
Norman, Oklahoma; Rachel Suzanne 
Pevtzow of Bloomington, Indiana; Chris 
Ragaisis of Manassas, Virginia; L.L. 
Reeves of Dallas; Aron Silverstone of 
Durham, North Carolina; Paul Talbot of 
Columbia, South Carolina; Blake Watson 
of Woodland Hills, California; Clint Will- 
iams of Oakland, Michigan; and Howard 
Wilson IT of Mustang, Oklahoma. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the September 18 issue, Mark 
Mazuroski of Sayreville, New Jersey, 
asked about “an Escape from New York- 
type movie, only set in the Bronx. I don’t 
remember much, except that the hero had 
a speech impediment, and his tag line was 
‘We of the Bwonx, wive with death.” 

We received nine correct answers, so 
our winner was chosen by drawing. And he 
io... 

David Munier of Peoria, Arizona: “I 


can only imagine that he’s talking about 
the Italian-made duo 1990: The Bronx War- 
riors, released in 1983, and its equally 
reprehensible 1985 sequel Escape from the 
Bronx. Hey, is that an original name, or 
what? Both were directed by Enzo Girolami 
Castellari. The first one is a post-nuclear 
holocaust-type movie featuring a gang try- 
ing to take back their lovely city from an 
evil corporation, run by Vic Morrow. The 
second bonanza of Bronxdom pits the street 
gangs against a death squad, run by Henry 
Silva, that is trying to level the Bronx and 
kill off its inhabitants. Escape’s cast list 
includes Antonio Sabato, which is a name 
I hear quite often in reference to a current 
daytime soap hunk. The hero Mark is ask- 
ing about could have been Christopher 
Connelly’s Hot Dog in the first movie, or 
Timothy Brent’s Strike in the second. The 
only stars in both movies were Mark Gre- 
gory as Trash, and Massimo Vanni. Trash 
was one of the major characters, and could 
easily have been who Mark remembered. 
Maybe Mark will let us know who it really 
was after he checks these out on video, 
since both are available.” 

Additional information came from our 
eight runners-up... 

Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, Califor- 
nia: “1990: The Bronx Warriors also starred 
Fred Williamson and Stefania Girolami. 
This was a very forgettable film. If it’s 
distinguished for anything, it’s probably 
that it was the late Vic Morrow’s next-to- 
last film. He died the year before it was 
released, while working on Twilight Zone: 
The Movie. And Chris Connelly, of Peyton 
Place TV fame, died five years later, in 
1988.” 

Gene Guthrie of Indianapolis: “1990: 
The Bronx Warriors used some deaf/hear- 
ing-impaired actors, particularly as lead 
thug. Lots of leather-clad bad boys on mo- 
torcycles with bad diction make this flick a 
fave in my collection.” 

Also answering correctly were Roger 
Barron of Salem, Wisconsin; Joel Spen- 
cer “J.S.” Horn of Brookfield, Illinois; 
Tim Murphy of South El Monte, Califor- 
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nia; Guy Rusiski of Pittsburgh; Bob 
Sheridan of Culver City, California; and 
Sean Whitley of Dallas. 
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